BARBARIAN STORIES

knew it for bigger than any of last year's cities. They
were all eager to get in behind those walls, to all the
wonders and marvels, the food and wine, and smooth,
gentle women that must be hidden inside.

They rode up slowly, with Sveneld and old Ingolf,
who was leader now, half a bow-shot ahead. They
looked in through the gates, and there was a straight
street with low, white houses at each side of it that
had red and blue doors and doves in wicker cages
hanging on poles out of the windows. The guards
crossed spears in front of them. 'Who are you?' they
said, 'and do you come for peace or war?' Sveneld
answered: 'We are Varangs and we come for peace
with good pay. What is this city's name, and who is
your prince?' They said: 'This is White Walls, and
our Prince is Bracislav of the Talking Bow, and our
Princess is Theophano the Very Beautiful, grand-
niece of the great Emperor.' Said Sveneld quickly,
without a word to old Ingolf: 'Tell your Prince we
would take service with him.' So the guards let them
in to White Walls, and they rode up to the market,
where there were booths and folk selling white
squirrel-skins and buying summer-coloured woven
silk, or selling honey and resin and slaves and tame
bear-cubs, and buying wine and oil in painted jars.
At the far end of the market was a white castle with
wooden balconies and red pillars; at one side was a
temple and at the other side a church. But Sveneld
did not understand that for a long time. For he was
a man who did not have much need for Gods.
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